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Summary: 


Max and Jane have a little bit of fun on a night at Max’s. 


Night in 
Author's Note: 


I am definitely going to regret posting this in the 
morning, kill me. 


Max lets out a sigh filled with relief as her stepfather’s car pulls out 
of the driveway. He and her mother won’t be back for a week now, 
leaving the girl alone to do whatever she wants. It was Suzanne who 
convinced a suspicious Neil that Max could be trusted for a week, 
desperate for a romantic trip abroad. They’re going to Greece, and 
although Max can’t understand what her mother sees in Neil, she 
seemed genuinely excited. 


As soon as she closes the door to the house, she rushes for the phone, 
ready to call Jane. Her girlfriend has been looking forward to this 
week since Max told her about it on Wednesday, continuously saying 
that she has something wonderful planned; Max still doesn’t have a 
clue what it is. When her frantic hands finally dial the number, she 
hears Jane’s voice on the other end of the line instantly. 

“Max.” The redhead can almost hear her smile through the phone as 
she utters the name that means the most in the world to her. 

“My parents are gone,” Max says, the smirk in her voice obvious. 

“TIl be over in twenty. Just need to gather the stuff.” Jane responds, 
and hangs up before Max can ask what she means by ‘stuff’. 


Walking out to the kitchen, Max grabs a bottle of wine from Neil’s 
not-so-secret cabinet. She figures that, as long as it gets replaced 
(enlisting the help of Steve), there’s no harm in her and Jane having 
a little fun. However, as soon as she sets it down on the kitchen 
counter, she feels two arms grab her from behind, picking her up and 
spinning her with her arms pinned to her sides. 

“Jane!” She shrieks upon her release, stepping forward to hug the 
taller girl. Jane hugs back fiercely, dropping the sizeable duffel bag 
she was holding upon her arrival. 

“Before you ask, you’re not allowed to know what’s in the bag.” Jane 
giggles lowly, holding an arm around Max’s waist to prevent her from 
walking towards it. Max just grins at her, until they fall into normal 
conversation as they go off to buy snacks. 


The two girls end up watching a movie while eating large amounts of 
candy and getting slightly drunk on wine. Somewhere during the 
course of the film, Max ends up in Jane’s lap, the taller girl’s arms 
around her hips as she rests her chin on top of her head. When the 
credits roll around, Max looks out of the window to see that it’s now 
completely dark outside. They must’ve been watching the movie for a 
while without checking how late it’s gotten. 

“Shit, Jane. Will Hopper be mad?” 

“Probably. Might as well stay for longer now, since I’m going to be 
told off anyway. Also, you haven’t had the surprise yet,” she 
murmurs, lifting Max off of her gently to (presumably) go and get the 
duffel bag she’d dropped earlier. 


As Max predicted, Jane returns with the duffel bag, which she once 
again throws on the floor, turning her attention to Max, who is 
sprawled out comfortably on the couch. 

“Max. Get up.” Her voice is husky all of a sudden, in a way that 
makes Max bite her bottom lip in order to keep self-control. The 
smaller girl does as she’s told, and Jane walks forward, staring at her 
shirt. She begins to unbutton it, and Max doesn’t protest. She’s 
figured out by now that Jane wants to dominate her again, something 
they’ve done a few times before. Max won’t lie, she enjoys the 
sensation of being tied up and helpless, so doesn’t mind when Jane 
gets her to take off her pants too, leaving her in just her underwear. 


Moving behind Max, Jane tucks her thick hair out of the way in order 
to unclasp her bra, planting a soft kiss on her neck in the process. She 
does the same thing with her underwear, until Max is standing 
completely naked in the centre of her own bedroom. Walking 
towards the duffel bag, Jane pulls out a thick leather strap and a few 
coils of thin rope. She wraps the leather strap a few inches beneath 
Max’s breasts, pulling it taut against her pale skin. Then, picking up 
two ropes, ties them to the leather strap, barely a few inches apart. 
She pulls them both into an X shape across Max’s chest, rough 
material rubbing painfully against her breasts, and fastens them 
around her back. Another rope is added, wrapped around Max’s 
upper chest and fastened around her back. Jane does this a few more 
times, before studying Max’s newly-harnessed form as if impressed by 
her work. 


It’s not long before Jane moves onto Max’s arms. Pushing her face- 
down on the bed and pulling her arms behind her, Max’s wrists are 
quickly fastened with much thicker rope to the point of immobility. 
But Jane isn’t done yet. She fastens another length of binding just 
below Max’s elbows, then again just below her armpits. Max struggles 
to move her arms, but they don’t budge as Jane helps her off of the 
bed, setting her down on the carpet. 


Max feels herself being dragged by the rope dangling from her 
harness, until she is tethered to one of the legs of her desk, Jane 
kneeling in front of her. She roughly grabs Max’s upper thigh, easing 
her ankle beneath it so she is positioned like an obedient dog. 
Grabbing another coil of rope, Max’s ankle is lashed below her thigh, 
same done with the other leg. Is anyone else had been tying her up 
like this, Max would feel embarrassed and violated, and would 
certainly be thrashing around a lot more than she is right now. But 
with Jane being so in control of her exposed form, Max feels a certain 
longing deep within her core, desperate for Jane to touch her, take 
away her last shred of dignity. 


However, Jane once again walks back to the duffel bag, and Max 
wonders what on earth she could go to further restrain her. 

“Can I?” Jane asks, turning around with a pink ball gag in her hands. 
Max just nods, knowing that her voice will betray her horniness, 
leaving Jane to tease her more. Eyes lighting up with delight, Jane 
pushes the gag into Max’s mouth, fastening it around the back of her 
head. The taller girl takes her in for a moment, completely and 
utterly hers. Body completely detained, and pretty pink lips wrapped 
around a device that stops her from refusing. 


Jane can’t help but dive onto Max instantly, pressing firm kisses 
against her neck as Max jolts every time Jane hits a particular spot. 
The kisses trail down to her shoulders, Jane’s hands rubbing 
themselves over the smaller girl’s waist. One hand reaches down 
under her upper thighs, squeezing her ass roughly as Max lets out a 
muffled moan into her gag. At this point, the redhead can’t stop 
squirming against her strict bondage, trying and failing to push 
herself further into Jane as the taller girl leaves marks all over her 
breasts. It’s only after a particularly loud moan that Jane pulls away 
slightly, hands resting themselves on Max’s thighs. 


Before Max realises what’s going on, her legs have been released from 
their pet-like position, harness unclasped from the desk. She tries to 
ask Jane what she’s doing, but all that comes out is muffled 
gibberish, so she gives up on talking as Jane unties her arms, still 
holding them by her sides. She reaches up and removes the gag ball 
from her girlfriend’s dainty lips. 

“Don’t speak. That was the start. I took the gag off because I like the 
sounds you make.” Max’s face flushes with embarrassment, and she’s 
beginning to bow her head when Jane drags her upwards and 
towards the double bed on the other end of the room. 


Max feels soft fabric covering her eyes, but doesn’t object, relishing in 
the suspense of not knowing what’s coming. She feels herself pushed 
down on the bed, Jane tying her wrists and ankles to each end so that 
she can’t cover herself. She tugs on the bindings to measure their 
security, and is not surprised to find that they are impossibly tight. 
Jane has a knack for tying rope, especially since she’s had quite a bit 
of practice on Max. However, she doesn’t have time to think about 
that, because she yelps in both shock and pain when she feels a 
clamp being placed on each nipple. Before she’s fully understood 
what’s going on, Jane’s fingers are rubbing over her clit as she moans 
unwillingly, instinctively struggling against her confines to touch 
Jane back, to which she is met with a more aggressive rubbing. 


Her moans get louder and louder as Jane’s fingers begin to enter her, 
almost sobbing in frustration at not being able to respond with her 
own hands or feet. She bucks her hips upwards, desperate for Jane to 
go faster, but the taller girl just pushes them back down squeezing 
them in a way that makes Max groan and struggle more. Her fingers 
get back to work, pushing themselves inside Max faster this time, 
with a vigour that makes the redhead yell out with pleasure. She 
keeps increasing her speed until she feels a hot, white liquid spill 
onto her fingers, Max’s breaths shaky and sob-filled. Gently, Jane 
removes the nipple clamps, causing Max to wince slightly, but smile 
once her blindfold is removed. Jane then sets to work on her wrists 
and ankles, granting Max freedom again as the smaller girl pulls Jane 
against her for a passionate kiss. 


“You're okay?” Jane asks, concerned at the tears smeared across 
Max’s face. 


“Yeah, I’m okay. I just really wanted to touch you.” She smiles, 
kissing Jane’s cheek as she rests her head in the crook of her neck. 
“Good. I love you.” 

“T love you too.” 


Author's Note: 


Dominant Jane is always something I’ve kinda 
wanted to explore tbh. 


